* Tr 
Wy H E 


; BATS Meocparanty 


0 OL L E r — 4 


tonTAtiniyG 


1 The PET TT-Sxssloxs of Potrs. 


al. The Barrie of the Potts, or 
the Contention for the Laurel; as 


it is now Acting at the New Theatre N 
in the Hay - Market. 8 | 
| | | The Br TIE of the Pokrs. AN 
8 Heroic Poem. In Two Canto's 


with the True Characters of the feveral Ports "= 
therein mention'd ; and juſt Reaſons why not 5 
 qualify'd for the LAUuZ EI. 


IN deſign nd as a Specimen of thoſe Gentle⸗ 
mens Abilities, . Projudice A 


» 5 FRA 
* . : * a — — N — * : ; 
n , * „„ BT] nne 2 « 2 7 1 4 1 . 7 : . x . 
l r of? s , q b 8 wo : 3 
- 4 ACE ch N 1 < \ A N g . ; : 
208 g * 0 


bs * * by Seunrgros "QuazTVs 5 


* 10 N O 
Pr inted for 4 Moore; ind Sold by the Bookſellers: 
"TO n of London and nn 


ES: ng hn 2. 


— 


— 
* 
. 
N . 
[8 
* * 
7 
— 
* 
-. , * 
* 
. 
- - 
* 
. 
. 0 
5 — 
i * 
« 
* 
* * 
. 
o 
- ** * % * 
* 
. 
” * 
+ 
% 
j 
* 

* 

* * 

* * 

5 ” 
: 
1 
1 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* * 
* 
1 4 
0 ＋ 
6 
F * 
4 * 


THE 


PETTY: SESSIONS 
BO; E . 8. 


7 A T 4 racket a pother have been | 
of late Days, 

With Long4ails an Bob-ails for Front- | 

: let of Bays ? 

All trove for the Profit, not one for the Honour; 

$0 ſcribled, petition d, and harraſsd the Donor. 

A Verdict was given in Favour of BoB, 


The Word carries Magic, and rithmes well to Ros. | 


By fly Innuendo LIl mention a few, | 
Whq never were reckop'd among the large Crew. 
The firſt that appear'd, and who led up the Van, 
Was a peeviſh, mi apen'd, diminutive Man: TY 
A Bard, who by help of * Phyſician and j Parſon, 
Went quickly to work, on his Chair ſet his A- on, 
And murder d old Homer z but of his own head. 
Fleſh-dy'd Sale Blood, murder'd, mangled poor. 11 
ar, when dead. 
Like a Besch — knew how to turn an old Coat, 
But not make à zew one; and juſt ſo he wrote. 
The . Par ſon, who boaſted ot much of the Spirit, : 
'Aﬀerfed his Claim, and ſaid, he had moſt Merit; 
That oftner than Proteus he vary'd his Shape, 
Was Draper, Examiner, Buffvon and 7 
That he many times brazen'd a manifold Rub, 
By taking upon him'the Tale of a Tub : 19 
He was therefore adviſed not to ſue for the Nan ; 
Till he — turned Wiler. and e he had 2 
: pk FA 


| 2 Dr. A. Dot, v9 Dr. $—t. 2 


pn — . Ln” tim erm « 


Io the Bays then the Zam endeavour'd to climb, - 
But could not make Bombaſt to paſs for Sable; 


With Orator H- = 
Their Plea did put in; which, for want of a TY Wor 
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2 EP 
The next was a Syllaba longa; a a *Squire; 


An Oil-Merchant once, but a Man of ſome Pijh 0 - 
Jo pourtrait his; Gideon greatStature andStrength, 


Made him ſtrut in Heroics full eight feet in length. = 
But finding his Claim not ſupported by any, 


He drop'd his Pretenſi ions, and ſet up his Zany, * 
As S—t had before done by Doctor D--[--y,* 


* 4 


Extravagant Flight, and extravagant Thbught, 
To à groveling Condition this Icarus brought : 


The Doctor for Tales and Epiſtles fo famous, 


In Poetry Epic was found Ignoramus. © n 
A Title-page longer, of all Men the oddeſt; 
J, both equally modeſt, 


Was, that they had once trump'd up a ſcandalous wy 
Letter: if I 


The one was adjudgds a moſt impudent Jeſter,” 


- And the other ſent down for Correction to 1. 5 120. 


A Bantling of Fortune appear'd in the Rear, jt ö ; 


Aſſerted his Title, which ſeem'd prett) dear; 
But as he miſuſed. Favour ſhew'd him before, 


*Twas not proper that he ſhould receive any More 12 1 

Had I the Diſpoſal, I'd have giv'n thePlace 
Toa promiſi: br x who theFrontlet would grace; 
As 44 Scipio not one of the Tribe half ſo ft, "= "FN 


If Fi udgment, good Senſe, and an accurate Vit t 5 
Are Qualifications ſufficient to raiſe 1 


5 Our Eſteem for the Man who does MEearT r the i Boy, 5 


1 


2 


es * by 83 H.. EN ee 
Mtl. 43] Iſh een 9 
Dr. S—=t's Favourite. tf H--g--r's Letter to 


the B. of L—n. To the Tune Now LI have. 2 WM | 


otten a Wife of my own. 4+ S—<pe. - 
W Africanus, a Traged y by Mr, I ; 


BATTLE 
P 0 E T * 


: Contention for the Lav REL 


As it 1s now Acting 


At the New TuzArkr in the Ha) - Mar let; 


introduced as an intire New AcT to the Comi- 


cal —— of Ton T HUMB. 


et 


Written by SCRIBLERUS TerTIus. 


Now, 1 tabe the Poppy from thy Br ow, 
And place it here ! bere all ye Heroes bow : 
 Thes, this is He, foretold by ancient Rhi mes, 
Th ” Auguſtus born to 3 Saturnian Times. 


Dvncrao, 


| 
| 


: The firſt Night of the young Comrany's acting | 
this Seaſon, at the New THEATRE in the 


 Hay-Market; in Behalf of thoſe that came 
there from the other three Play-houſes, ' 


Spoke by Mr. RozexTs. 


XA S youthful Soldiers, bred to Wars Alarms, 
A Diſdain ſoft Peace, and love to ſhine in Arms; 
Fortune and Fame with glowing Tranſport view, 

And where They fly, with lab'ring Steps purſue. 
So we, grown weary of inactive Life, Ex 
Have dar'd to enter this ambitious Strife? 
Fond, flattering Hope, to our deſiring Eyes, © ? 


Pre ſents your Favours, tempts us n:w to riſe, 
And bravely ſtri ve for ſuch a glorious Prize. 
Long the bright Ornaments of DRuk xi Stage 
Have been the darling Favourites of the Age, 
But greedy Fate, and Time's deſtroying Hand, 

The generous Purpoſe of their Souls withſtand. 
Since then, in their declining, Others 71ſe, 

_ Blameleſs we may with Thoſe diſpute the Prize. 
If Their Endeavours patient you attend, 1 0 
The like Indulgence may to Us extend, _. 
We hope to pleaſe.— Let Touth atone each Fault, 
Nothing at once is to Perfection brought: _ 
The Seeds of Judgment, like the Fruit of Trees, 
Wake into Life, and ripen by Degrees, 


„ 


Toung Cyons, e're they flouriſh, muſt take Root ; = 
The Spring muſt uſher in the Summer Fruit, 


Bid us but hope you will regard our Toll, 
Ard with your Influence bleſs our barren Soil; 
3 Gu B 2 | Whatever 


» wP Ya 
nd 


Fopling Tribbte 


Noodle, 


r AA he. SR + 1 ——— 


The PROLOGUE, 


: a new or ancient will improve, 
Or fill to Innocent 2 may move, 


And give New Pleaſure for each different Night, 
Us to ” the Task ſhall rouze, You to attend invite. 


Our Souls aftduous ſhall no Labour ſpare, 


That m ay inſtru us to be worth your Care: 
Well ftrive, as all Predeceſſors flrove, 8 


Still at Perfection aiming, upwards move, 


And be, in Time, we bope, what you may al approve. 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


e WAewt 
Candidates Y Mr. — 


Coment t Frofund. Y: Lacy. 
Sulky Bathos, % for the Mr. Ayres. 
Nodtifer, Laurel. Mr. Roberts, 
Flaile. : r Mr. Morgan. 
L Truetaſte, . R Furnival. 
Lord Grizzle, Judge of the Me Rep 1 
— — gl Contention. nolds. 
Doodle. Vathen. 
Dangle, | Offcers of the Mr: Havarl, 
Diſmal. | F Laurel, 4 Croſs. 


The other Charatters as uſual in Tom Thumb. | 


TEE 


THE 


BATTLE of the POETS; 


OR THE 


 Conentio for the Launet. 


—— — * 


— ä 


2 King Ate, Bos ee. Tod 
N oodle, * Truetaſte, and Lord Doodle. 


K 1 8... 


&. HIS. is the Wedding- day err on 
WE OY Of Princeſs Huncamunca and Ton 
of] To Thumb : 
Fetch me my Laureat pick let kk write 
On Huncamunca's Marriage with Tom Thumb. 
Epithalamiums full of Frisk and Fun. 
' Nood. Alas! my Lord, your noble Laurcat' $ dead. : 
| King. Ha! dead! Is't pothble? 
_ Criz, My Liege, tis true. 
King. Witneſs, ye Powers, | have not inmyRealm 
One fit to wear the Laurel after him! 
Yet, my good Lords, with officious Haſte 
Summon the Sons of Crambo, tis our Will 
They ſhould appear, and rhime it for the Bays: 
Lou, my goodLords, ſhall judge th'ambitious Strife, 
And where tis moſt deſerv d, the Wreath beſtow. 


Exeunt King, Oc. 
Nod. Haſte, fly my Lord, and bid the Tribe 
convene, [Fo Doodle, 


Griz. He need not--Even now around the Door 
A numerous Tribe of Rhimeſters waiting ſtand, 
Thick as in fiy-blown Mutton Maggots breed, 


[14 ] 
Or Ravens hov' ring o'er an Horſe defunct, 
They croud the Palace Gate. 

New Muſhrom-Poets of a Night ſtart up, 

I With dirty Fingers reaching at the Bays, 

| And bawl their Merit forth 1n hobling Verſe. 
[| Tinkers, Sow-gelders, Threſhers, Footmen, Pimps, 
| | Old punning Coblers, Taylors inſolent, | 


And ſeribling ſnotty-nos d — Clerks, 
Put in their equal Claim - 


Nood. Admit em them 
We'll hear theſe brave Parniifon Peers contend. 
F irſt, let the ſenior Bard approach our Ears. 


[ Doodle goes out, and returns with a Paper. 


Dood. My Lord, 1 cannot get the Senior to ap- 
proach. 


Nood. Why, ber! is hñe? 


Grix. A punning Cobler! An brcelleſk Toad 
it writing Pindaricks! He's a great Critick too. 
Dood. Youder he ſtands without, talking to his 
gap at e of the Strength of Genius! the 
est ints! the N Emotion! e 
aalen Concepnons. 


| Brain 1 not touched ? 


i Brain touch'd ! why his Judgment 3 is now 
fall Hpe. 

1 575 J fear it will be found like a Medlar, not | 
only ripe, but rotten — But has he ſent 1 in any 
Vein 

Dood, Yes, Yes, here they are. 8 
Nod. Read”? em, my Lord Iruetaſte, 

5 Doodle g rves the Paper to Truetaſte. 
True. After peruſing a little] PII try, hut I fear 
I hſhan't do 5, Juſtice, they are fo very ſublime, 

Reads 
ob vaſt Profundity, hail mighty Power! 
Thy Inflnence ſhed 
On this devoted Head! 
An happy Hour Ka 


bis }: 


| Stands ſmiling in the Book of Fate; 

Ab ! let me ſnatch it &er too late! 

The ſhady Laurel even now | | 
Awaits this ancient Bro; | 
Which if I loſe, 3 8 | _ 

I like a Goole, B 5 | 

Or. ſullen Bittern on the Danube's Shore, 2 — 


Among the Reeds ſlow-ſwinging oer 
The rapid Stream, ſhall hum, or buz, or roar. 5 
Mood. Give my Service to him, and tell him, I 
think he's too ſublime for a Laureat; but I'll uſe 
my Intereſt to make him Thunderer at one of the 
Play-houſes. 3 e 5 8 | 2 | 
_ Griz. Lord, Sir, he does not write for Intereſt: | 
Reputation, Fame, immortal Fame, is what he 


a1ms at, N 
True. Then tell him I think he's an extraordi- | 
nary Perſon, and that his Verſes are moſt wonder 
fully wonderful, _ [Exit Doodle. 
Fñnter Doodle and Profund. 2 
Noed. Who 1s this, , 54 
Prof. May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I was 
brought up an Attorney, but finding my Capa- 
city above that Buſineſs, and having a Taſte for 
Ny, I inclined my Study that way : As a 
Proof of my Learningy I have reſtored the ancient 
Reading of Fack the Giant-killer, and written a 


Comment upon Thomas Hi:kathrift. 
Mood. Do you write fluently, Sir? 
Prof, Sir, in that 1 dare affirm, 

MWNMone but myſelf can be my Parallel, 

My envious Brethren think I only plod on in a | 

beaten Road, like a Pack-horſe, but they are ma- | 
lüiciouſſy miſtaken... I write Plays and Operas 

with the utmoſt Expedition; and I can't blow my 


Noſe, but out flies an Entertainment. 
Mood. Pray, Sir, give us a Specimen of your q 


Poetry, [Profund takes a Paper out of bis Pocket. 


Prof, 


 Cornbill, PII 
and as to the ſecond Line, having great Store of 


A IR. Flights of Cupids hover round me, 1 10 


[ 16 1 
Prof. reads. * In Days of Lore full-fam'd WAS 
Hickathrift, 

« A peerleſs Wight, of Bags great Store had he. 
Your modern Publiſhers and Printers have it ſo, 
but at my peril let it ſtand corrected thus: 
„Full tam'd was Hickathrift in Days of Yore, 
« Great Store of Gold had he, a peerleſs Wight. 


As for the firſt, let all the Commentators in Eu- 
82 ſet their Heads together, and * as many 


Changes * it, as were rung upon the Bells iu 
ndertake to give em twenty more; 

Bags — as I humbly apprehend, is having ju 

nothing; but in my Reading, I change the Con- 


tainer, Bags, for the Containe „Gold; which is ab- 
falutely, upon the Word of 2 Scholiaſt, much — 
much better, | 


Nood. Sir, this may be very learned for what 1 ; 


know, but your Poetry is what I want. 


Pr of. Sir, I have a Specimen, which I don't 


doubt will meet with your Approbation; there's 


2 Song in it, which my fi N Back will perform 


In a high Flight, and ſuch a F gt as Mortal ne- 


ver flow. 
Lo! what my Brain argc can produce, 
Full of Sw prize and Wonder! in my Verſe 
Heaven, Earth, Air Hell, Seas, Fire together blend ” 
And ympathize —. 5 ” 
Now, if you pleaſe, PI call 3 in my Back to ſing 


the Song; 2 (Goes to the . ” 


Enter Songſtero. 


Flights of Bats and Owls hover round me, 
Clap your merry, merry ounding Wings 
_ Flights of Bats and Owls hover roun ne, 
Whilft tranſported thus a Jolly Poet ff "gs $ 
Laurel ſpreading, - 
My Prow ſhading, 
To! Via ie! this Sonnet brings; 


L177. 


True. Well, tis a very good Song, and we'll 

conſider on — retire a Moment. 

| Exeunt Prof. an] Song. 
Euter Foplin g Fribble. 

True. Mr. Fribble, Jam glad to ſee you, we are 
now proceeding to an Election pray, Mr. Fribble, 
2 yon ſtand as a Candidate, Wakes fe * extempore 

ines. | 

Frib. Lightning rivet me in the Enbrons of my 
_ Muſe eternally if I don” t—Aallons, my Dear, the 
Subject! the Subject! 

Wood. We want an Epithalamium « on Ton 
Thumb's Marriage with the Princeſs Huncamunca, 
Frib. Ay, ay, my Dear, III do' (hum! let 

me ſee! 
The moft diginutive Tom Thumb 

Is a very great Man, gad ſtrike me nnd; 
And the fine Princeſs Huncamunca too, 

Shall wed him without any more ado. _ 
The Sun hampelf ſhall riſe by Break of Day, 
| To ſee the Bride and Bridegroom all ſo gay; 
And when that they are wed, and come from Chur ch, 
And at the Jable ſit in caſy Chairs. * 


- Gris: Hold, hold, Mr, Friblle, eaſy Chair don' * 
rhime to Church. 
Frib. Hah! gadſo, that's trne—let 1 me ſee 
ſtrike me ſpeechleſs if I can find a Word that will 
rhime to Church-—oh ! now Sir! 
Aud placed up on high, on large Joint: Hool. 
Griz. Olud ! why Fomt-foals ene to Chur ch 
worſe than eaſy Chairs. = 
Frib. Pſha!” Pox, if you: ſtand ſo bard for a 
Rhime, the Devil would-—be a Poet Laureat. 
Grix. True, Mr. Fribhle, pray go on- 
Frib. Now, my Dears, as I ſuppoſe, the Epi- 
thalamium is to be ſung, III vary the Movement, 
for IND Nene of. the Mulick—holdl— hum! 
5 e 


118 ] 
ay — Seated on Foint-ſtools was the __—_ 
W ell then ay, ay, right | 

Den round go the Bowls, 

To chear our Souls; 

Our Pipes we will funk a, 
For the Honour of great Huncamunca ; 

And as for Tom Thumb, 

Say nothing but Mum: 
For him we'll bs damnable drunk a 

When be ＋ s 14 ber Eyes, 

For to de e Smiles riſe. 

Mell pleas'd with the Pinking, 

And Winkang, 

And Blinking, 
All other Maids bell deſp 1 
hen the Daylight i is fled, 

And they re going to Bed; | 
When the Princeſs is ſmerking, 
And Tom pulls off his Ferkin — = 


Now *tis decent to leave them there, and for the 


Chorus of all- 
Io the Tune of, Non e Sivago. 
Sing Smerking, 
And Ferkin, we: 
And Ferkin, 175 


And Smerking, &c. 


[Noiſe without] We'll all come, we will come in. 


Nood, What means this Inſolence? ? 


Emter Sulky Bathos-Noctifer and profund. 


Bath. Impatient of the bel on eager Froſt, 
And willing foon to underſta our Doom, | 


We thus approach. 


oct. Your Ear, my Lord, 1 crave! . 
| Nood. Speak what thou art. 


Nog. T whilom, in a Cavern cloſely pent, 


Midſt Carmen ( brawny brave Athletick Chiefs ) 
here Bub falacions crown'd the ſlabbet'd Board, 


And curling Whats of Kong Mundungus riſe, 


Conun- 


— nap . ˙·¹mꝛ 
, - , re. 


[ 19 } 


Conundrums Laughter-moving oft have cull'd, 
Then in the Orchard's bloomy Shade reclin'd 

Of Lovers in a Bower, the Fairies dance, 
Deſcending Showers, the Midnight prowling 


EEE. , DE us 

Of RE Nights, of Moon-ſhine, Froſt, and 

Tz 8 3 RE 

And Owls and Bats full well devis'd to ſing. 
Pro. Pſha! I hope my Owls and Bats fly better 
than has. . T4 
Bath, Rot your blind Bats, pox and confound 

ERR, I. TC 8 

Dar'ſt thou ſuch tuneleſs Diſſonance rehearſe, 

And impudently call it Milton's Strain, 

Where barbarous Nonſenſe with undaunted Stare 

Thro the vaſt Heap of gtim Confufion grins, 

Dar'ſt thou, J 

Thou dangling Under-Spur-leather of Law, 

Attempt the Bays ? Be. dumb, ye Slaves, be dumb! 

: Have I fo long at Wit and Merit roar'd 

In thundring Proſe, or in Pindarick Hail! 
Have | ſo often at the Popeian popt, 
The Head of Lacrymoſa Fuppi lop'd, 

Detected the Poppyſmas too, and now 

To be confronted by a Pack of Elves: 

Be gone, and take it for ſufficient Praiſe, 

When it is ſaid, you durſt contend with me. 
Frib. Mad, mad! by the World, inſuperably mad, 
Pro. Read mine, my Lord — < . 
Noc. Im recommended by— / All four 
Bath. They can't be ſo good as mine- > ſpeak to- 


Frib. T wiſh your Lordſhip wou*'d gether. _ 
me. Cr TIT EE Ava — 
Grxix. Be ſilent all On gay extended Wings 1 
Ve Inſects, in the Sun-ſhine of a Court 7-1. 5, 
— Grown warm, you're troubleſome = _ 
Depart the Room! Go leave us, we'll debate 
In Private where to place the Digni 7. 


Frib. 


[ 20 ] 
Fiib. Ah, ah! *tis mine I ſce*tis mine! 
II have carried the Day. 
Need, You, Mr. Fri bhle, ſtay. 
L ib. Brethren, farewell. | 
Bath. Fare thee well; 
1. Luck awaits me, and ill! muſt fare, 
[Exeunt Bath. Pro. and N ock. 
| [4 Noiſe without.) 
_ Tine Pray keep back. 
F. ail. Clear the Way, and let a Body © come 1n. 


[Within, 
Gel iz. W hat buſtling Fellow i 18 that ? 5 
Flail, Wauns, I will come in, Tse tell you but 

_— RIOT U ithin. 
Enter Flail. 8 

Why, what a Thruſting and Squeezing 1s here! 

Odsticth, if this be coming to Court —— 

True. Pray, my Lord, upon what Account is 

this Fellow introduced? 

Flail. Whoy, I'm but a Weſt-couptry Threſher; 
but I heard Volk were a making Varſes vor a 
Place at Court, zo I come to zhow my Zel; for 
an Rhiming be all, Pze ime x as thick as Hail, by 
warrant ye, 

 Griz, Have you ever been acquainted with 

Loetry'? 

Hlail. Ak !— Laud help your Head, read Poe- 

| try, quotha! I've read Patient Grizzle, the Babes 

the Mood, Chevy-Chace, and the Dragon o Wantley. 

 Nood. You're learned. 3 

Flail. Learned, oy, oy or elſe Pd ne'er 

made Varſes for our 1 this ten Years — 
| Nay I can crack Jokes in Rhime: AtFoan Drake's 

Chriſtning of her laſt Child, I made zuch Varſes, 

he old Gollips were ready to die with Laughter: | 

— Nay, they'd make your Hair ſtand on F nd to 

read 'em, * be ſo vull of Wit, Res” 


Fr e. 


[ 11 


Tue, Oh, you ſet up for a Wit then — that's 
the worſt thing you can do the Title of a Wit 
never carries the Laurel. 
Flail. Noa! waunds, I thought. they were all 
Wits — fo plaguy Zharp, that a Country Fellow 
cou'd not {ſpeak to um, Tar zure they are no cun- 
| ninger, Pye ſee, than other Volk — ll zoon 
try my Skill. 
As Dolly and Roger together ley 
Behind a Cock of new-made Hay, 
1. Quoth Roger to Dolly, Ab! let me nom Oo 
As oa, Roger, quoth ſhe, you ht I vow, 

Tf ye liken to wed me, ye may play 
l, VPaith me quite thro' the live long Day. 

= i Quo Hodge, we way play, but bow Hall we live 2 
My Father, quo' Doll, five Pounds will give. 
41 this young Roger be egan to ſmerk , 


Is Beſides, quo Doll, I can ſtitch with a Jerk. 
Hoh! hoh! hohl! 


: 


3 | Nood, Oh pox, Mr. Threſher, — vou re a meer 
a | Wag. 
- Flail Op: oy, you zee Iz'e a very Wag 

1 Iyrue. Well, Mr. — What's your name, with- 

” draw a little, and you mall be anſwer'd. 5 
h [Ei Flail. 
T Neat Well, in my 8 Mr. Fribble has 
of carried it from em all, and fo Lord Grizzle pro- 
„„ [They riſe and come to the Front 
7 BMX FL, of the Stage, Grizzle leading Fribble. 
ix. As pendent Buſhes ſhew the Sale of Wine, 
r And Pontack's Head denotes good Food within, 
a | Thee, from thy Verſes, Laureat [ pronounce, 
's [fo Frib. 
8, Callin hs Miniſters in folemn Form, 
re Inveſt his T emples with the glorious Bays. 
e | 


[Exit Doodle, and Enter Diſmal 

aud Dangle with Laurels. 

: vu. Are all Materials ready? | 
2 | Nood, | 


231 


Mood. Sir, they are. 
Diſ. With both my Eyes 1 have the Room 
ſurvey 'd, 
0 And can't eſpy the Mug of potent Ale. 
Dang. Ale! Sir, you mean Sack. 
Dl. Sir, I ſaid Ale, and mean to be obey d. 
Enter Servant with a Tonkard. 
Dang le fits—Fribble Eneels before him.] | 
Dang. Since to the Stroke of all devouring Fate 
Lavirents, like other common Scriblers, yield, 
And thou art choſen to maintain the Poſt 
Which thy great Predeceſſor whilom fill'd, 
Hail, Son mature! Undaunted Poet, hail ! 
Thee from the Origin of Things fore-doom'd | 
To wear the Bays, I ween: 
No common Honour waits thy ample Brow; 

Thou Prince of Poets ſhall diſtingurſh'd ſtand, 
And chaunt in Strains unrival'd Arthur's Praiſe. 
Mark well the Oath, which th'art firmly bound 

Sacred to hold, and every Part ful fil. 


Fribble lays his Hand upon the Laurel. . 


[The OATH} 
When you write Sonnets, ſwear no finiſh'd Lines, . 
Where eaſy Wit in juſt Expreſſion ſhines, 
Shall once appear. — To be no thievin Aſs, 

(Tho? hard thy Forehead as Corinthian Braſz ) 

Profoundly ſwear, leſt what you call your own 
Be prov'd another's, for your Parts are known. 

Whene'er you chooſe an Epigram to write, 
Swear to be waggiſh, very unpolite; 

In Flegy that you will ne er appear 

Natural, Eaſy, Strong, Succinct or Clear; 

If to the Odes, Pindarick Odes, you ſoar, 

| To be ſtark mad, and like a Tempeſt roar ; 
And when 1n Saty you delight to rail, _ 
To write with tooth eſs Head, and ſtingleſs Tail; 

In Panegyricks daub your Patron well. 
In all th Thorne and Actions ſtill be ſure 


Ta 


None better for this Honour is deſi ign d: 
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To mock the Force of Intrepidity; 
All Nonſenſe thus of old or modern Date, 
Shall in thee center, from thee circulate. 

LY le drinks,and gives the Tankard to Fribble. 
Ffib. | this I wear, P11 prove to all Mankind, 


Already the . perceive how I can Write, 
00 be my Poiſon but I'll do thee Right. [ Drinks, 
[The Officers put the Wreath on his 5 
The SONG. 
Crune of, 7 hat a pox ; Koa you be Uh — 


Frib. My Temple around 
_ ſings. Vith Laurel thus bound, 
All you that behold at 3 a, 
R _ of bave 
or my Poſt very ft, 
By Nature I ſeem for _ a. 
Sure no Wretch will dare 
Vith me to compare, 
2 Nor meagre grim Satyriſt flout me; J 
For the higheſt Degree 
5 Of Quality ſee 
: The Paraphonalia es . 
Tue a Bronze in my Face, 
I my Carriage a Grace, 
Which has oft been expos'd to the Town a, 
At my Plays, tho the Croud 
HFave hiſt very loud 
: Egad they cou d ne er h iſs me down a 


For next New- 1 — $ Day, 
III how you a 
Writ with ſuch Spirit, F orce and Energy, 
Aud in ſuch a Strain, 

As ne'er flow d from 'the Brainn 


Of the late witty Son of the Clergy. V. 
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Since now of good Sack © 
T ſhall ne er know the Lack, 
The Flights of my Fancy purſuing, 
With Surprize you ſhall view 
I be Laureat out-do © 
His wonderful uſual OUT-Do! 1 
ith a Fal, &c. : 
| Nood. The grand Proceſſion only now remains, 
which I will go prepare. Exit. 
True. Haſte and capariſon, with wondrous Speed, 
The Aſs that's deſtin'd to ſapport the Weight | 
Of this our peerleſs Bard, and round proclaim 
His Honours in quaint Songs and Roundelays. 
- [Exeunt in Form. 
[Mob without, buzzaing 7 and Flouriſh of 
- Trumpets and Muſick. 8 
Enter King Arthur, Grizzle, and Courtiers, meeting 
Lord Noodle, &c. who grve the King an Ac- 
count of Tom Thumb's being ſwallowed up by 
the Cow. The King expreſſes his Concern for this 
Misfortune in the fo ollowing Speech, 


K. pts Now, where's my Ee Let his 
Strains of Joy 


To Horror and Confuſion all be wand, 4 
Let all the World run mad. Is there not Cauſe? 
In what ill-fated Hour was I conceiv'd, - 
That thus a gloomy Cloud ſhould over-caſt 


| My Dawn of Joy — — 
l Enter Ghoſt, 


| Oh horrid killing Sight ! © 

[| | Start, glaring Eye-balls, from your Sockets ſtart: 
| || Ten thouſand Furies with your brandiſh'd Snakes 
| 


1 Now laſh my Soul, and thro the vaſt Abyſs 
| Purſue me With Variety of Pain: 

| Cerberus gape, and ſwallow me alive. 

Promethean Vulturs gnaw my lab'ring Heart, 
Let me, Lich to thy Rea! be chain d. 


| 
C- 0, 
| Dn DUE 


„ 
Or, Syſphus, thy ponderous Labour urge, 
ne a0 ola yon grizly Spectre's Face. 5 
[Upon this Grizzle kills the Ghoſt, and he is there. 
po kill'd by one of the Courtiers, and his Death 
s likewiſe reveng d by another, and ſo on till all 
the Characters on the Stage are deſtroyed. | 
This now II take to be an unprecedented Inci- 
dent of Scriblerus Secundus; and therefore to cor- 
rect this Error of my elder Brother's, I have in- 
troduced the Laureat to conclude the Play with the 
Ta... TEES: 
1 CCC | EY 
Ah cruel Death! what Havock haſt thou made 
In the beſt faireſt Part of all Mankind! _ 
Since theſe bright Orbs are blotted from their 
„„ —=—— Via GL es — 
Nature appears an univerſal Blank. 
No Day inconſcious of your Worth ſhall paſs; 
- Sooner ſhall Fleet-ditch clearer run than Thames, 
A Make-weight Candle darken Titan's Beams, 
 PROFUND write Senſe, and BAT Hos be a a. 


And Milton's Strain to NoCTIFER's ſubmit, > 
Fer I, immortal Peers, your Praiſe forget. 


\ 


\ 
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BATTLE of the POE 
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 WhileI the Horrors o LE; 
How Poets doubly in their Werks were ſlain, 
When the big Volumes cover'd all the Plain; 
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THE 18 
TS; 
Heroick P O E. M. 


In Two CanrTos. 


CANTO I. 


f {HY Foreſt, Mind ſor, and the dreadful Day, 


That ſwept ſuch Numbers of our Bards 
away, (LES 


The happy Few that home with Conqueſt came, 
The penſive Many that return'd with Shame, 


1 ſing. Indulge, CEE, my Verſe, Root 
the War rehearſe; 


How little W like Enthuſiaſts, fought, 
e 


For the ſame Cau , they knew not why, thev 


Wrote, 


Firſt,Goddeſs, for ou knowft inſtru my Tongue, 


To tell the Source whence the Diſſention ſprung. 
Phebus from high beheld, with Patience, long, 


? 75 


The Luſt of Int'reſt, and the Trade of Song; 


He ſau, the jilting Tricks that Fortune play d, 
| Obſerv'd the partial Jumble Chance had made , 


How ſome the Meteors of the Vulgar flew, 


While greater Merit ſilently withdrew. 
| Refolv'd no longer ſuch Affronts to bear, | 
That each the Laurels he deſery'd might wear, 


Thus, 


ww. 
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Thus, calling to his Aid fair Mata's Son; 


The ever-youthful God of Verſe begun. 
Fly, Hermes, fly to that diſtinguiſh'd Shore; 


Where Dryden late Apollo's Laurels wore; 


Thus ſays the Delphic God, to all proclaim, 
That plead the Sanction of a Poet's Name, 
Long has Confuſion ravag'd round the Plain, 
And Diſcord rul'd among the Muſe's Train 
Without Diſtinct ion, to the Art's Diſgrace, 


The greater gives the leſſer Genius place; 


Hence who are ſtrenuous to reſtore their Right, i 


Are thus by Phebus ſummon'd to the Fight. 
His Arms let each advent'rous Chief prepare, 


And I the God will be in Perſon there, 
To ſee that all with Juſtice may ſubmit, 
By Force of Learning, and by Dint of Wit, 


\ To him who longeſt ſhall maintain the Field, 


This very Chaplet on my Brows I yield. 


| May ev'ry Son of Verſe my Will obey, 
On Vind ſor's Foreſt to decide the Day. x. 
Hie ſpoke, and Hermes, quick at his Command, 


Convey'd the Meſſage thro the Muſe's Land, 


All thank'd the God for his Indulgence ſhow: 


Por all were certain of the Laurel Crownz _ 


There's not a Bard but panted for the Day, 
From Pope and Philips down to Trap and Gay. 
All view their Forces, and corre& each Line, 


And ſwear at ev'ry Word, The Chaplet*s mine. 
| Goddeſs, of Verſe ſupreme, immortal Maid, 


Lend in the greateſt Time of Need thine Aid; 


Oer all the Labours of my Song preſide, 
And thro' the arduous Task thy Herald guide; 
With Juſtice let my Praiſe, or Cenſure, be, 

For ev'ry Poet's Worth is known to thee ; 
And firſt the Leaders, and their Forces tell, 


Allies, and Neuters, for thou know'ft them well. 
$row 92 Firſt 
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Firſt on the Plain a mighty General came, 


In Merit great, but greater far in Fame, c 
In ſhining Arms advanc'd, and Pope his Name. 5 


A pond'rous Helm he wore, adorn'd with Care, 


And for the Plume Belinda's raviſh'd Hair. 25 
Arm'd at all Points the Warrior took the Field, 


With ind ſor's Foreſt painted on his Shield. 


Next him approach'd, whoſe Glory ſhin'd from far, 


Weſley, and on his Shield the Sex's Var. 


Then march'd in Order, Fenton, Tounge, and Dart, 
With each a ſhare of Genius, and of Art; 


Beneath their Arms, vainly ſecure of Praiſe, 
Tranſlations, Poems, and a Guard of Plays. 


Three Captains next appear, Trap, Cibber, Gay, 
Heading a Thouſand Witlings of a Day. ET 


In warlike Order rang d, the Chief ſurvey'd. 
'His fighting Sons of Verſe, and thus he ſaid. 


Brothers of Song, and Fellow-Soldiers, hear; 


We've yet no Foes to dread, nor Cauſe to fear; 
Diſmay'd perhaps they Battle now decline, 
And own, without a War, the Chaplet mine. 


But think not, Friends, I ſhall engroſs the Praiſe, 
No, let each Chieftain ſhare his Worth of Bays. 


But if at laſt ye ſhould the Fge behold, 


Be wiſely valiant, not too raſhly: bold. 
Beware of Velſted, in the warring Throng, 


Wile as Ulyſſes, and as Ajax ſtrong ; 


Avoid his Arm, nor too preſumptuous be, 


For he's a Vigim worthy only me. 
Or ſhould you Philips in the Battle ſpy, 
"Tis Death to meet him, and 'tis wiſe to fly, 

| Belinda be the word; and when I nod, 
Review your Forces, and invoke the God. 


So ſpoke the Chief; and ſoon was heard from far, l 


The noiſy Promiſe of a dreadful War: 
| With Shouts and loud Huzza's, they pierc'd the 


„ „ woah 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak a hot Engagement © 


And Amazonta at her Lord's Right-H and; 
With Hundreds more at Diſtance on the Green; 


Jo ſome ſecure Retreat at diſtance go, 
Nor ſtop the Paſſage of th expected Foe, 
Where you with Safety may behold from far, 


8 Spectators of the Da Heart ſtabbing Sound]. 
But Oh! my Sword ſhall ſtrike a deeper Wound! 


But this ſhall do much more than he can ſay. 


So have J ſeen a Bull in angry Mood, 
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Hill uſher'd in a party-colour'd Train, 

In Merit equal to himſelf, and vain. 

His braſen Coat of Mail was cover'd through, 
With stripes of Silk, each of a various hue; 
While Sattin Streamers o'er his Helmet play, 
To emulate the Sun, and paint the Day. 
Upon his Helmet's Front was Gideon plc e 
And his broad Shield a Round of Titles grac'd. 
Then for the Fight a motly Train prepare, 
Reſolv'd the Fortunes of their Guide to ſhare; 
In mimick Armour near their Prince they ſtand; 


Bards ſeldom heard of, and as ſeldom ſeen. 
As thus they ſtood, quick to their Army ran 
A Meſſenger from Pope, and thus began: 
Thus from our Leader was I bid to ſay, 
To you who come Spectators of the Day; 


If ſuch is your Deſire, the coming War. 
He ſpoke and bow'd; then to his Prince return'd, 
While Hill with Envy, and Reſentment, burn'd, 


Rage-giving Words! Spectators of the Day! 


And then he ſtorms, and wields his Sword in Air, 
And threatens Pope; but lo! no Pope is there. 


Thirſty and raving for a RivaPs Blood. 
Beat with his Hoofs the Ground, and tear the Plain, 
And, lowing, gore th'impaſhlve Trees in vain. 

As full of Anguiſh all the Soldiers ſtand, 

And with Impatience wait their Chief's Command, 
Revolving Vengeance in their tortur'd Mind, 
Surpriz'd they 80 their Deſtiny behind; 


The 
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The big Reſolves, that they had plan'd before, 
Are fled, and they are now themſelves no more, 
Fearful to fight, and yet aſham'd to run, 
They wait the Dangeis that they cannot ſhun. 
Mel ſted to War a youthful Army led, 
Born on Parnaſſus, on Parnaſſus bred; 
Himſelf a Godlike Chief, deriv'd from Fove, 
Whom much Apollo, and the Muſes, love. 
Upon his Helm the Roman Swan appears, 
And Horace thining thro' a Length of Years. 
U pon his Shield's the happy Grove below, 
Where all that ſing like him are ſure to go. 
And there Lavinia by her Dream betray'd, 
And Acon ſmiling on the raviſh'd Maid. 
Him Bec lingbam obey'd, from Phebus ſprung, 
And, like Apollo, beardleſs, fair, and young; 
His Chief's belov'd, the Muſe's early Care, 


And where he goes, his Guard, the Muſe, is there. 
Next Pitt advanced, skilPd in the Charms of Rhyme, 
Himſelf the Vida of the preſent Time. 
Theſe Amburſt join'd, in Song a blooming Louth, 


A ſtrict Adherer to the Cauſe of Truth. 
Him Facob follow'd, with his curious Dame, 
And in his tragick Muſe ſecure of- Fame. 
Next Mottley came, of Heliconian Birth, 
Whoſe greateſt Fault is Diffidence of Worth, 
To theſe their Chieftain in a Strain begun, 


| That ſpoke the Prince, Companion, Friend, in One, 


Friends, and Allies, firſt let my Thanks be paid 
Jo you, who bring me your ſpontaneous Aid. 
What may not I preſume, when thus | ſee, 
Worthies like you negle& the Wreath for me? 
Well may I ſoar the Laurel Crown to gain, 
When ſuch as you aſſert my Right to reign. 
Follow to Arms my Chiefs, ſecure of Fame, 
And ſacred be to War Zelinda's Name. 
 Heended thus ; then they prepare to go, 

And cut their Paſſage to the diſtant Foe, 


Hl 
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One cries alond upon a noble Peer; 
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Hill ſaw them glitter terrible from far, 
And trembled at their dazling Gleam of War. 


On let us march in Terror- giving Pride; 
And Amazonta never leave my Side. 
e ſpoke, and lo! they met upon the Plain, 
And 5 led ey'd him with a ſtern Diſdain; 
To conquer Him he left his Chiefs the F ame, 
And, ſmiling, bore away the Captive Dame. 
In Jacob, Hill a Match unequal found, 
Nor with his Gideon could maintain his Ground; 
All his Artillery of Wit he drew, 
Which at one Line of his to Shatters flew; 
While Pitt, and Mottley, with the reft engage, ; 
And routed Hundreds with a fi ngle Page. 
Thus with Succeſs their Arms begun the Day, 
And thus to nobler Conqueſts clear'd their way. 
Mean while the Chief, the brave Virago ſent, 
Safe with a Convoy to his Royal Tent. 
Scarce had he gave his Orders, but was ſeen, 
Pope, and his Army, marching o'er the Green. 
Forward he ſprung to meet th'approaching Foe, 
Eager his great Antagoniſt to know z 
Reſolv'd with him ſingly to try his Fate, = 
With him of whom Report had ſpoke ſo: great. a 
The Armies meet, the Word the Leaders give, 
And all the Signal for the F ight receive. 
Satyrs, Epiſtles, Verſes to the Fair; 
Songs, Epigrams, and Plays, are thrown in Air: 
Tranſlations, Elegies, the Epick Strain, 


With a forc'd Courage to his Men he cry'd, 2 


Are made the Sport of Winds, and hide the Plain, : 


Some are made ſtronger than they were before, 
And ſome are fore'd to fall, to riſe no more. 
Cibter, and Gay, upon the Ground are thrown, 
And all their a periſh-- 


The other Wiles that his Chief was near. 


Relent- 


all their OWN. 
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Relentleſs Youth, Cibber to Anbunſt ery'd, 
The careleſs Husband's ſav'd ; but Cibber dy'd. 
Gay ſwears to Beckingham, but all in vain, 


He'll ne'er attempt the Tragick Scene again, 


Fluſh'd with Succeſs, the youthful Warrior ſprung, 
And thought himſelf alone a Match for Tounge ; 
Alas! he finds the raſh Miſtake too late, _ 


And by inglorious Flight eludes his Fate; 


le left, for Fortune to his Flight was kind, 
Only the Suff'rings of Rapin behind, 


With Zeal tranſported for the Mant uan Swain, 


Pitt chac'd his vile Tranſlator oer the Plain; 
Reſolv'd to right the injur'd Virgils Wrong, 


By Trapp ſo alter'd in the Exgliſb Song; 


Torturd and mangled, in his wretched Proſe, 


More than Deiphobus by Grecian Foes. 


Without Remorſe his Men the Caitiff bind, 
And turn his uſeleſs Volumes to the Wind. 
Mean while the Chiefs a ſingle Combat fought, 
With the ſame Spirit and the Care they wrote; 
A dreadful Conflict they awhile maintain'd; 
But Pope, at laſt, with his own Blood was ſtain'd. 
When he his Foe impenetrable found, 


Scarce had he Courage to ſupport his Ground; 


But ſince of Arms he had the larger Store, 
He from his Wounds | rode {tronger than before. 
And now the Sun | 

And left a doubtful Field, a doubtful Day; 


arted a feeble Ray, 


But yet the Rage of War continued high, 


Till thickeſt Darkneſs had obſcur'd the Sky; 
Fach Hero ſcarce his Adverſary fees _ 
Nor could they well diſtinguiſh Men from Trees. 
The Chiefs the Signal give the Fight to end, 
And thus the Battle, till the Morn, ſuſpend, 


; A 
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CANTO 1. 


* ge in their Camp retir'd both Armies 
. 


Some panting, others fearful, for the Day, 


* 


Euſc den, a LaurePd Bard, by Fortune raisd, 


By very few been read, by fewer prais'd; 


From place to place, forlorn and breathleſs, flies, 


And offers Bribes immenſe for ſtrong Allies, 


In vain he ſpent the Day, the Night im vain; 
For all the Laureat, and his Bribes, diſdain. 
With Heart de jected he return d alone, 
Upon the Banks of Cham, to make his moan, 


Reſolv'd to ſpend his future Days in eaſe, 


And only toil in Verſe himſelf to pleaſe, 
To fly the noiſy Candidates of Fame, 

Nor ever court again ſo coy a Dame, "2 
But Dennis, lo! the modern Author's Dread, 
Who captive Wit has oft in Triumph led, 
The Scourge of Fools, who gives to Worth its due, 
And always to the Cauſe of Virtue true, 


Odious of late to each Pretender grown, 


But to the Wiſe his hoary Judgment's known, 
Forth to the Field with a new Ardor {prung, 


And in the Winter of his Labours young; 


Like Diomede, deſign'd to bear away 5 
More Honours by the Night than ſome by Day. 
Dauntleſs he ranges round the Field for Spoil, = 
Nor wants Ulyſſes. to partake his Toll. 

Silent he goes where Velſted's Army lay, 

The Terror of their Forces to ſurvey; _ 
There by the Blaze of their nocturnal Fires, 
He views their Arms, and, as he views, admires ; 


But of a ſudden on his Brows appear, 


The Frowns of Wrath, that ſhew'd the Danger near. 


Backward he ſtarted, and his Sword he drew, 


And wounded Y*lI/ed's Preface thro' and thro'. 


3 His 


* 
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His Boſom ſwell'd with Rage, but all in vain, 
Fer ev'ry, Wound he gave ſoon clos'd again, 


So raſh Tydides, mounted in his Carr, 


Perc d with his guilty Spear the God of War; 
Tut ſoon the Parts that were divided join, 
And ſhew'd the Hero God was all divine. 


Thence with a ſullen Gloom to ey he went, - 
And paſs'd the Guards to reach the Gen'ral's Tent. 


And firſt by Dart the Critic bends his way, 
By whom the Roman Elegiac lay; 1 8 
But not the ſame that wrote in Ceſar's Days, 
The, stile ſo barren, and fo rough the Lays; 
Not by the ſoft, polite Tibullus known, 


So chang'd the whole, it is almoſt his own. 


But other Lines his juſt Attention drew, 


And charm'd his Senſes to a nearer View; 


He ſaw what Juſtice to the Dead was ſhown; 
And as he prais'd their Merit, ſhew'd his own. 
On Tounge he enter'd, whom he ſleeping found, 
With all his Works in noble Splendor round. 
U pon his lateſt Rhymes he drew his Arms, 


Enrag'd at Trifles that debaſe the Charms. 


The reſt he left untouch'd, to Merit true, 


The Beauties many, and the Faults but few. 


Jo Fenton's Charms he was exceſſive kind, 


One of an hundred Lines he left behind. 


After he gaz*Fawhile on Veſley's Song, 
Tho few its Numbers, yet in Value ſtrong, - 
From thence he angur'd an illuſtrious Fame, 
And the ſure Proſpect of a greater Name. 


By whom he ſaw the deathleſs Grecian lye; 
And Shakeſpear ſtood, ſtupend'ous Ruins, by, 
Oh! mercenary Bard, the Critic cry'd, 


Next to their mighty Chief he turn'd his Eye, [ 


For lefler Faults than theſe have Thouſands dy'd; 


Too dire an Inſtance of what Gold can do, 


That thy own Country- man muſt ſuffer too! 


Too 
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Too weighty are thy Crimes for me to bear. 
He ſpoke, and left the guilty Volumes there. 


But in his other Works, what Beauties ſhine ! 
While ſweeteſt Muſic dwells in ev'ry Line; 
Theſe he admir'd, on theſe he ſtamp'd his Praiſe, 


And bad them live to brighten future Days. 


And now with Safety from their Camp he came, 
And caſt their Labours in a friendly Flame; 


In Triumph from the Field he bends his way, 
And leaves to others to decide the Day. © 


The Battle he forbore, for well he knew, 


The Foe was potent, and his Days but few, 
 Refolvd to keep the double Wreath his own, 
Nor part the Laurel from the Ivy Crown. 


As on he went, he ſaw approaching nigh 


The Form of one that was, or ſeem'd, a 8p y; 
Fe ſeiz d him as he trembling ſtood with Fear, 
And thus demands the Cauſe that brought him 


Tell me, raſh Youth, for ſuch you ſeem to me, 

What can your Bus neſs in the Foreſt be, 
Thus arm'd, alone, now ſcarce the Night is fled, 
To kill the Living, or to ſtrip the Dead? 


Tell me, for *tis in vain to hope to fly, 
Your Name, your Purpoſe; or expect to die. 


| He ſpoke; the Youth with Modeſty reply d, 
Forbid it Gods your Will ſhould be deny d. 


By ſome I'm rank'd among the Sons of Fame, 


Of noble Birth, and Savage is my Name; 
Hither I come, by other Motives led, 
The Living nor to kill, nor ſtrip the Dead; 
Nor vainly conſcious of my Worth I come, 
Thoughtful to bear Apollo's Laurels home; 
But, Oh! Report, (forgive a falling Tear, 


*Tis much too little for a Loſs ſo dear.) 


1 Speaks of a Friend that fell, a Friend ſo true, 


That makes the Hazard that I fun his due; 
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His Body I defign'd to take away, | 
That undiſtinguiſh'd lies with common Clay. 
He ended thus, and thus the Critic ſaid, 
Grateful young Man, well ſhall thy Care be paid. 
Where we ſo great a Senſe of Friendſhip find, 
We mult conclude it from a noble Min. 
But oh! no longer for thy Friend complain; 
Fate has decreed his Fall; thy Grief's in vain ; 
And for his Loſs let this a Comfort be, 
The- World ſhall ſoon begin to ſmile on thee. 
'The preſent Court ſhall make Deſert its Care, 
__ Andevrry Art ſhall find a Patron there. 1 
Ne ſpoke, and ſoon they ſaw the Morn from far, 


And diſtant Heroes riſing to the War; 


They knew the Danger would attend the ſtay, 
And to the Town they both direct their way. 
And now the Brave begin to hail the Light, 
While Cowards, ſighing, wiſh it ſtill was Night. 
Freſh as the Morn the Chieftains ſtart to Fame, 
And rouſe the Soldier's with their Fair One's Name. 
Belinda, and Zelinda, dear to Love, 
 Nymphsever-bleſs'd in Song, fly round the Grove, 

Such Magic Forces 1n their 3 are found, 
They all are eager to revive the Sound; 
A Sound that frees their tortur'd Minds from Care, 
And clears their clouded Brows of black Deſpair, 


A Sound fo much the plunder'd Warriors charms, 


It makes them all forget their Loſs of Arms; 
Eas'd of their Alen Lumber now they go, 
At more Advantage to engage the Foe. | 
In dread Array . Armies meet again, 
And long a fierce and equal War maintain; 1 
Till Anhurſt drives off Fenton from the Field; 
And Amburſft is by Weſley forc'd to yield, 
Facob, and Tounge, in Tragic Forces ſtrong, 
Find in each other a juſt Match in Song. 
. There Pitt and Dart, engag'd in ſingle Fight, 
War, by Example, in their Leader's Sight, FER 
» | An 


| Then plung him headlong in the Stream below, | 


And now from far three nentral Troops are ſeen: 
Pack, Sewell, Tickell, marching oer the Green; 
To Pope and Welſted they direct their way; 

And each a thouſand little Wits obey, _ 

Ihe firſt a boiſt'rous Chief, in Body ſtrong, 

A Man of War, and not unbleſsd in Song. 

The next in Verſe had labour'd long in vain, 
Till he ſucceeded in the Tragic Strain; 

Till from the Grave he reſcued Raleigb's Name. 
And nobly built his own on Raleigh's Fame, 
The third by great, but doubtful Honours known, 
And oft adorn'd with Glories not his own ; | 
So bright, ſo dazling was the Helm he bore, 

Fit for a Dryden to have worn before, 
As ready for the War the Chiefs appear, 
All, of a ſudden, are unnerv'd with Fear. 
Philips approach'd high in a Martial Carr, 
Without Allies, and was himſelf a War. 
His Helm was made with more than human Care, 
And Pindar, with his Jheban Lyre, was there. 
Upon his Shield the deathleſs Mantuan ſtands, 
And, bowing, gives his Pipe to Britiſh Hands. 
There ſtood Oreftes, in his wild Deſpair; 
There Glouce ſters Duke, and Gvendolen the Fair, 
Thus arm'd, upon a thouſand Wits he trod; 
He drives along, and ſgems of Verſe the God. 
So great the Terror few had Strength to run, 
And all, who could, the certain Danger ſhun, 
 Tickell he ſtop'd, ſwift flying o'er the Field,. 
And ſtrip'd him of the Arms he could not weild, 
Addi ſon's Helm among his Arms he ſpy'd, 
And thus remorſeleſs to th* Impoſtor cry'd. 


Here ends thy Kingdom, and thy Date of Fame, 


Robb'd of thy borrow'd Pride, no more a Name; 
Thus by my Hands ſhalt thou unpity'd go. 


VMielſted and Pope alone his Fury ſtaid, 0 
When thus the God of Verſe to J/elftet ſaid. 


— 
—— — 


For equal Honours ſhall e're 
Go, and be certain of Apollo's Aid. 


L381 
Oh! Bard belov'd, 'confeſs'd Apollo ſee, 
(For all Parnaſſus is concern'd for thee. ) 
To thee I come, to warn thee from the Field, 
| Well tho' you fought,you muſt theChaplet yield ; 
Nor at the Fortune of the 6: repine, 
on 


be thine. 


He bow'd, and, with a Sigh, the God obey'd. 
Mean while the Muſes all their Care 8 


Jo fave their Fav'rite from the Warrior's Rage; 
They ſent the lovely Nymphs of Vindſor's Plain, 
Whem he had ſung in his immortal Strain, 
Safe to their Grotto they their Bard convey, 
While Fhilips hears the Laurel Crown away. 


Thus he a great and eaſy Conqueſt gains, 
And now on Earth the ou Apollo reigns. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

Jul Pulifd, 

( Io be had of the Bookſellers of London 
and Weſtminſter. Price 6d. 

4 TRUE La of the Caſe | 


4 between the Writers for and 
againſt the Craft man: Together with 


Remarks on the Tenor of the Doctrine 


of each Party, particularly with reſpect 
to Parallels, Alluſions, and Innuendos. 


The whole being a Defence of the Li- 


berty of the Subject and the Preſs, 


| againſt the laviſh Tenets of the Cham- 


pions of a GREAT MAN. To 
which is added (by way of Poſtſcript) 
REMARKS on a Pamphlet en- 
titled, Farther Obſervations on the 

Writings of the Craftiman.” 
Written by James Philips, Eſa; 
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